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_ . TERMS. i ;
Cooper’s Clarksburg "Beq‘au\r is published in
Clarksburg, Va., every Friday morning, at
81,00 pernnnum, in advance, or at the expiration’
of six months from the time of subscribing; after
which $2,50 will invuri'lbly be ehir?d. -

No subscription will be'received for a less pe-
ticd than six munths.

. No paper will be discontinued exceptat the op-

tion of the proprietors, until all arrearages are
paid “l&‘"“‘l those who do not oder their paper
to be discontinued at the end of their term of
subsciiption, will be considered as desiring to
have it continued.

Advertisemonts will be inserted at §1.00 per
square of twelve lines for tho first thiree inser-
tions, s1nl twenty-five cents for each subsequent
insertion.

A liberal deduction on the above rates will be
made tc those who sdvertise by the year.

No advertisement counted less than a square.

The nam*er of insertions must be specified, or
tho advortissment will be continued and charged
accordin gly,

Anncaiuce nents of candidates for office $2,00.

Marringes and Deaths inserted gratis

All e mmunications, to insure attentionmust

be‘nlccn panicd by the author's name and post-
paid.

THE RIGIIT ARM; Or the "atriot
.and the Traitor.

Fifty vears sgo a terrible storm shook
the city of London. At the dead of the
night, wheo the storm was at its highest
an aged minister, living near the suburbs
of the city was aroused by an earnest cry
for help. Louking frem his window, he
bebeld a rude man, clad in the course at-
tire of the sweeper of the public street.
In a few momeants, while the rain came
down in torrents, and the storm growled
above, the preacher, leaning on the arm of
the scavenger, threaded his way through
the dark suburbs,

That very day a strange old man had
fallen speechless in front of the scaven-
ger's rude home. The good-hearted
sireet sweeper had taken bim in, laid bim
on his own bed—Lbe had not spoken once
—and now he was dying.

This was the story of the rough man.

And now, through dark alleys, among
miserable lenements, that seem.to topple
down upon their heads, into the loneliest
and drenriest suburbs they pass. Thut
white haired minister and bLis guide. A
last in a narrow court, and up a fl ght of
stairs that creaked beneath their tread,
aod then into the death room.

It was in truth, a miseruble plac.e

A glimmeriog light stood ou a broken
chair.  There was the rough walls, there
the solitary garret window, with the rain
beating through t e rags and straw,
which stuffed the broken punes—and
there amid a heap of cold ashes the small
valise which it seems Lhe strager had with
him.

In one corner, on the coarse straw of
the ragged bed, lay the dying mun. He
was but half dressed —his legs were con-
cealed by military boots.

The aged preacher drew near and
lovked upon him. And be looked—throb
—throb—you might hear the death-
watch ticking in the shattered wall,

It was tbe form of a strung man,
grown old with cire moure than age.

There was a fuce that you.might look
upon once, and yet wenrin it your mem-
ory forever. Let us bend over the bed
and lovk on that face.

A bold forehend seamed by one deep
wrinkle between the brows—loog locks
of dark huir, sprinkled with gray—lips
firmly set, yet qguivering as though they
had a life separate from the life of the
muo—and then two large eyes, vivid,
burning, unnatural io their steady glare.

Ah, there was uomething 50 terrible
in that face—something so full of unut-
terable loneliness, unspeakable despair—
that the sged minister started back in
horror.

But look, these strong arms are clutch-
ing at the vacunt air—ihe death-sweat
starts in drops upon the cold brow—the
man is dyiag !

Throb !—throb ! —throb ! —beat the
death~watch in the shattered wull.

**Would you die in the faith of a Chris-
timo ?** faltered the preacher, as he knelt
there on the dark fluor.

The white lips of the death-stricken
man trembled but made no sound.

Then, with the agony of death upon
him, he arose into a sitting posture. For
the first time, he spoke :

““Christizn !"* be echoed in that deep
tone which thrilled the teacher to the
heart, *will that faith give me back my
hogor! Come with me—with me far,
far over the water. Ha ! we are there!
This is my cative home. Yonder is the
church in which [ koeltin childhood—
yonder the green on which I sported when
a boy. But another flag than that waiv-
ed when [ was a child. And listen, old
man; were [ to pass this street as 1 pass~

ed when but a child, the very babes in
their cradles would raise their tiny hande
sod curse me. The graves in yonder
churchyard would shriok from my foot-
steps, and youder flag would stain a bap-
tism of blood upon my heart.”

That was an awful death<bed. The
minister has watched the *‘last night,"”
with a hundred convicts in their cells and
yet never beheld a scene as terrible as
this.

Suddenly the dyiog man arose. He
totiered along the fluor. With those
white fingers, whose nails are blue with
the death chill, he threw open the valise.

He showed his military coat trimed withl

silver, an old parchment, a piece of cloth
that looked like the wreck of a battle
flag.

* Look ye, priest, this faded coat is
spotied with my blood !' he cried, as old
memories seemed stirring in his heart.—
This is the last coat [ wore when I plant-
ed th+ banoer of the stars on Ticondero-
ga. That bullet-hole was pierced in the
fight at Quebec; now—I am a—Jet me
Whisper in your ear.’

‘* Now, help me priest,” he said in a
voice growing suddenly tremulous; *help
me put on this coat of blue and silver,—
For you see,’ *‘and a ghostly smile came
over his face, *there is no one to wipe
the cold drops from my brow: no wile,
no child—I must meet death alone; but
I will meet bim, as [ met him in battle,
without fear,’

While he st0od arraying bimself in that
worm-ealen coat of blue and. silver, the.

Jv_una. Yes, of .that gest faith which
Fierces the clouds of. buman guilt, and
rolls them back frum the face of God.

*Faith I’ echood the strange man, who
stood there erect, with the death-light in
his eye. . ‘Faith, can it give me back my
honor ?  Look, ye, priest, there over the
waves, sits George Washington, telling
to his comrades the pleasant story. of the
eight years’ war—ibere in. his royal hall
sits. George of England bewasiling in bis
idiotic .voice the loss of his colonies. And
here am I—I—who was the first to raise
the flag of freedom, the first to atrike the
blow against that King—here am 1 dy-
ing like a dog I’ '

The awe-stricken preacher started back
from the lock of the dying wan, while—
throb—throb—throb—beat the death-
watch ia the shattered wall,

‘Hush | silence along the lines there I’
he muttered in that wild, absent tone, as
though speaking to the dead; ‘silence.
along the lines | Hark, you, Montgome-
ry, we will meet there in victory or deaih !
Hist | silence, my men, not a whisper, as
you move up those steep rocks | Now on
my boys, now oo | Men of the wilderness
we wiil gain the town. Now up with the
banper of the stars; up with the flag of
frecdom, though the night is dark and
the snow falls! Now—now—"" shricked
the death-stricken man, towering there in
the blue uniform, with his clenched hands
waving in the air—‘pow, now | One
blow and Quebec is ours I"*

And look. His eyes grew glassy. With
that word on bis lips, he stands there—
ab ! what a hideous picture of despair,
ereot, livid, ghastly ! There for a mo-
ment, and then he falls! He is dead—
Ah ! look at that proud form. thrown
cold and stiff upon the damp floor. In
that glassy eye there lingers even yet,
horrible energy, a sublimity of despair.

Who is this strange man, dying here
alone in this rude garret, this man, who,
in all bis crime, still treasured up his blue
uniform and faded flag ?

Who is this being of terrible remorse ¢
This man, whose memories link somethiog
of heaven and more of hell ?

Let us lock at that parchment and the
flag!

The old minister unrolls that faded
flag, it was a blue banner gleaming with
thirteen stars.

He unrolls that parchment. It isa
Colonel’s commission in the Continental
Army, addressed Besevtor Arncro!

And there, in that rude hut while the
deathwatch throbbed like a heart in the
ahattered wall—unknown, unwept in all
the bitterness of desolation, lay the corpse
ol that patriot and traitor.

O. that our own true Washington had
been there to sever that good right arm
from the corpse, and while the dishonor
ed body rotted into dust, to bring home
that good right arm, and embslm it among
the holiest memories of the past.

For that right arm had struck many a
gallant blow for freedom, yonder at
Ticonderoga, at Quebee, Champlain, and
Saratoga—that arm yonder, beneath the
snow-white mountain, on the deep silence
of the dead. Girst raised into sight the
banner of the Srars.

It was during the ‘renowned expedition
through the wilderness to Quebec, that
Arncld encamped for two or three days
beside the River of the Dead, near a
snow-white mountain, which rose in-l1>ve~
ly grandeur over ail other mountains, ia-
to the autumunal sky. A single soldier
ascended the mouatain with the hope of
beholding from its summit the rocks and
apires ol Quebec. When he came down
Arnold took from his breast, where for
four days in privatation and danger, be
bad carried it, a blue banner gleaming
with thirteen stars, He raised it into the
light, and for the first time the Conti-
oental Basnner floated over the solitude
of the Dead River. This is a fact attest.

ed by history and corroborated by ira-
dition,

Newspapgrs.—A New York journal
very justly compares the publisher of a
trust newspaper to a farmer who would
sell his wheat on credit and not more
than a single bushel to any one person ;
the payment of a year's subscription is of
the same importance to the publisher, as
the payment for a bushel of wheat would
be.to the farmer. The harder the times,
the more entire is our dependence on the
payment of these small yearly subscrip
tions,

The Fairbolt Herald, in the course of

an able article on the subject of newspa-
pers and their inflience upon towns in
which they are published. says :
_ **The announcement that a newspaper
18 published in a town, at once gires a
reputation of importance. A newspaper
adds to the value of town property io a
town where it is published. This is a
fact not generally appreciated, but a fact
nevertheless, and hence every property
holderin a place is personally interested ‘n
sustaining a paper; no money that he
expends during the year, returns him
such a per cent., as that which he pays
for his home paper.”

23 A Connecticut schoolmaster asked
a lad from Newport,

‘How many Gods are there ?

The boy, after some head scratching,
replied:

‘I doun’t know how many you have in
Conuecticut, but we have none in Rhode
Island.’

£ There is no occasion to trample
upon the meanest reptile, nor to sneak to
the greatest priuce. lunsolence and base-
ness are equally unmanly.

& Imitations please, not because

they are mistakea for realities, but be-
cause they bring realities to mind,

good preacher epoke ; to him of faith in| ’
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SONG OF THE EDITOR,,
‘BY 0. TOLER WOLTFTE.

*'The editor in his4“Banerua" sat, :
‘With bis vieage grim and sonr. n

| A1l was silent without save the wind in the street

And the **' OmArLEY " pursuing his usual beas,
+ Calling the midnight hour !
His ¢! peepers " were swollen and red,
The rushlight was melting away .
. ' And to-morrow,” o himself he said,
i/ % 1s publication day.”

Write ! write !! write 11!
" Ifear 1 am growing dumb !
I've divers notions in my head,
Wehich feels like a tod or two of lead,
But they vaninh as fast as they come !
Bra-h, and scissors, and paste,
Yaste, and scissors, and brush |
If Tcould collar one bright ** 1pEE,"” -
I could write with a perféot rush!

A nod ! and astart! and & nod |
My pen 's worn down to a stump;
I pause, and ponder, and scratch my pate,
My eyen the size of a pewter plate,
And my sconce on the table I bump 1
Nod! nod I! nod 1!
As T ret tumbled vp in a heap—
What u sin subscribers should be so scarce,
AND THE PAPER BO VERY CHEAP |

Write | writal! write 1]
With paper all blotted and smeared,
Write | write | ! write 11!
With eyes all blinded and bleared !
Brush, and soissors, and paste,
Paste, and scizsors, and hrush !
'T is enough to drive an Editor mad,
And his finer feelings crush.

Oh ! man, who no paper will take,
For the use of your children and wife !
’T is not the pens and ink ye waste,
But the Editor’s precious life |
Writo! write !l writa 1!
For n livelihood I must—
I wear out my shoes collesting the news,
ind walk till I "ra like to * bust |

Trudge ! trudge!! trudge!!!
‘With cheeks both hollow and thin |
Trudge ! trudge ! trudge!!!
And all for a little *“ Tix"!
For pleasure I have no spnce,
Not a moment to lose have [—
Rugs and disgrace stare me full in the faco,
8o ** roor, PrcaeE, or pig I

Wake!l wake!1 wakel!!l
Ye who learning hold as naught—
Do ye not kuow, for a dollar or so,
What your children can be taught |
Tuke! take! ! take!!!
The paper, and road the news :
Dont let your offxpring 1ivh and die
Like a parcel of wild Yarfbps !

Serateh ! serateh U] serateh !
While my brain is oozing awny—
Beratch | serntchi 11 scrutch 111
Till my hair is turning gray—
Oh ! man, for a momeut bethink
How the PRINTER you rob of his labor,
When a paper you fob from s front door
knob,
Or borrow one of your neighbor!

Write! write!! write!11
Oh! but 1 'm weary and worn |
Write! write !'! write!!!
And the cocks are crowing for morn |
And when for my home [ start,
I reel liko & famished rat,
Folks say on the sly, as I totter by—
" TUHERE HE GOES WITH A BRICK IN HIS HAT!"

The editor in his** sanctiin ' uat
With his visage snd and sour.
All wassilent without save the wind in the street,
And the watchinun parading lus usnal beat,
Culling the midnight hour!
His pecpers were swollen and red,
And the rushlight was melting awny,
¢ And to-morrow,"” to himself he said,
# Is publieation duy."

SQUIRE MARKIIAM; Or fow two
Households became One.

Mrs. Benoni Benson was fat, fair and
forty-four, when ber busband, a soap boil-
er in very good circumstances, was culled
from his lite task of contributing to the
general purification of mankind. Mrs.
Benson took refuge from her grief in a
pretty cottage, situated on the prioeipal
Street in G :

At first she was inconsolable ; and she
used to say with a solemn emphasis, which
carried conviction to the hearts of her
hearers, thut nothing but the thoughrs of
ber daughter Florence would have pre-
veoted her from terminating her existence
by the intervention ot poison.

Mrs. Benson was in no small degree
indebted to her daughter—since in less
than three months she threw aside her
mourning, and became as lively as she
always had been.

Touching Florence, she had now reach:
ed ibe mature age of nineteen, and begsn
to think hersell marriageable. She was
quite pretty, and tolerably well accom-
plished; so that her wishes in that respect
were very likely to be fulfilled.

Just over the way lived Squire Maik-
ham, the village lawyer just verging upon
fifty, with his son Charles, who was about
ball bis age. Being a youog man ol
agreeable exierior, the latter was quite &
favorite among the ladies in the neighbor
hood, and ccnsidered in common par-
lance quite a *catch.’

As yet, however, his affections had nev-
er been seriously entangled, ani might
have remained so, had it not been for the
sudden spparition, one morning, of Flor-
ence Benson on horseback.

It struck him at once that she was re-
markably graceful, and reslly quite pret-
ty. Therenpon he cullivated her ac-
quaintance with incressed nssiduity, and
after & while asked the fatal question.

Fiorence answered in the affirmative,
and instead of referring him duufully 10
ber mother, hinted (being s romantic
young lady,) how charming it would be
to steal away to the next town snd get
married, without anybody being nny the
wizer,

Charles Markham caught at the hint

which chimed with his own temperament |

and they adopted 'it.

In order that it might be carried out|
wilh perfect spocess, it was resolved to'F
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| seemindifferent 1o iench other,until, the

day fixed, in order to ward off any suspi-

ciop thyt might otherwise be roused,

So well were these arrgngements car-
ried out, that gven Mrs. Benson had no
surpicion of what wak/going on. i

Not so with Squire; Markham. He had
obtained .a clue tothe affair in some,map-
ner, so: that he not . ooly, discovered, the
fact of the elopement, but even the very
day on which it was to oceur.
"48ly dug.'that Charles,” thought he to
himself, as be sat down before the'fire in
his dressing gown and amoking eap. leis-
urely puffing away a choice Havana.—
‘But I don’t wonder at it ;" he only takes
after me. ‘Still ['owe'bim something for
keeping it a" secret from me. It would
be a good joke, if L. were a liitle ' younger
to cui him out and marry ber in spite of
him. - oo
Squire Markham who was one of those
jovial widowers who take life as it comes,
mused mofe and more on-tlis idea, stuck
vut by chance ®s it were, till he really
began to think it was worth something.

*After all,” shouted he, *I am not so
old, either, or at least the Iadies say so—
and they ought to be good judges in such
matters, [ ought to have been a bach-
elor & good while, and ought to have
tound out before this how much more
comfortable it would be to have a pretty
wile lo welcome me home, and do the
honors of my table, and to help me keep
that rascally Charles in order. Egad !
1've half a mind to do it.”

Squire Markham took two more whiffs
and exclaimed :

‘I vow I'll do it.”

What this mysterious it was, we will
leave the reader to infer from his very
pext movement. Ringing the bell he in-
quired of the servant :

‘Is Charles at home ?’

*No, sir; he went out this morning, and
will be gone all day.’

‘Hurrah | that’s all. So much the bet-~
ter for my purposes,” thought he when
alone.

‘Now I shall have the ground left to
myself. Let me see ; the rascal intends
running away next Thursday evenirg,
and to-day is Monday. Nothing like stri-
king while the iron is hot. 1'll write to
hier in his namae, telling her that I have
altered my miod, and will go just at dark
to-morrow night. She won’t expect any
thing ull the koot is tied, and then what
a laugh we shull have.

Syuire Markham did not consider that
it might make a little difference with the
bride expectant. He considered it a cap-
ital joke on his son, but lpoked no fur-
ther. He accordingly drew his writing
materinls towards him and indited the
fullowing epistle :

‘DearEst FLorence :—I find the day
fixed for our elopement on some accounts
ebjectionable, and would like, with your
consent, Lo substilute to-merrow eveniny.
If I hear nothing in return from you, 1
shall infer that you sssent to this arrange
ment. I shall have a carriage in readi-
ness under the vld onk tree at half-past
eight o'clock. You can walk there with-
out attracting suspicion, and as there will
be no moon, we shall be able to carry out
our plans without fear of discovery. |
am happy to say that the Governor does
not suspect in the least that & daughter-
in-law is in store for him. Won’t he be
ashamed ? Your devoted

Cuarrer’.

*Egad !" said Squire Markham, laugh-
ing beartily, ‘thutisn’t’ bad,” expeciully
sbout humbugging me. Charley could
not have done any better him<elf.”

8o saying he sealed it up and sent it
over by a little Irish boy in his employ~
ment, having first marked ‘private’ in the
corner.

‘Be careful. Mike, to give it to Miss
Benson, and let no'one else see it ;" was
the parting injunction.

Mrs. Benson was sitting in her quiet
parlor casting her eves over a late num-
ber of the *Atlantic Monthly," Florence
being absenl on a sbopping excursion, she
was left alone. The ringing of the bell
brought her to the door. Wiih surprise
she saw Mike, Squire Markham's boy of
all work.

‘Please Ma'am,’ said he, holding out
the missive, *a letter for Miss Beason,
an’ it’s very particular that no onme else
should see it.’

The sir of mystery conveyed in this
characteristic address aroused Mrs. Ben-
son's curiosity, especially when she ob-
served that it way addressed Lo her daugh-
ter. and not to herself, as she supposed.
She returned to the parlor—not to read
the Magzaine. that had lost its attrac~
tions.

*‘What in the world can it be ?* she
thought, ‘that they could be so secret
about? Can Floreoce be carrying on a
clandestine correspondence ? It may be
something that [ ought to know.’

Stimulated by ber feminine curiosity,
Mrs. Benson speedily coneluded that she
would be false to her responsibilities as a
parent, if she did not unravel this mys-
tery.

*Here's pretty doing I' she exclaimed,
As soon a3 she could recover breath.—
*‘So Florence was going to run away and
get murried to that Charles Markham
without as much as hinting a word to
me 7' 2

She leaned ber head upon ber hand,
and began to consider. She was matur-
ally led to think of her own marriage withs
the late Mr. Benson, and the happiness
of her married life, and she could not
belp heaving a sigh at the recollection.

‘Am [ always to remain thus solita-
ry 7" she thousht. *I’ve half a mnotion
not to show it to Florence, but to run
away with Charles to morrow pight on
my account. [t's odd if I ean’t persuade
Lim that the mother aiot as good as the
daughter :* she ed complrcently at
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hearty laugh, which be woald endéavor o
suppress, and pace up and down the room
as if 1o walk off some of his ‘Superabunds~
ant hilarity? @ 7 © o0 fai it

‘What’s in the wind'?” thought Charles
to'himself. *It’can’t’'be ‘the"Goveinor's
getting crazy.” Something was the mut-
ter beyond s doubt. But what it really
was he had not the faintest conjecture,

_ At the hour specified, the Squire' hid
his earriage’ drawn up at the appointed
rendezvous. He began to peer anxiously
in the dark for Florence.” “At'lengih &
female form, well muffled up, made its
appearance. Thanking her in a ierz
low whisper, lest it might be suspeczte
that he was the wrong person, he helped
her into the carriage, and drove off. '

During part of the journey, nothing
was said. Both parties were desirous of
coocealing their identity. At lenglh,
Squire Markham, considering that ‘afier
all he could not marry the lady without
her nonsent, and that the discovery must
be made before marriage, decided to re-
veal himself, and then urge his own suit
as well as he could.

‘My dear Miss Florence,” he continued
in his natural vaice.

‘Why !" shrieked the
it was Charles.’ Tl

*Aod I." said Squire Markham, recog-
nizing Mrs. Beuson's voice, ‘thought it
was Florence.’ .

‘Was it you sir, who was arranging to
elope with my daughter 2’ )

*No, but I conclude it was you, ma’am,
who was meaning to elope with my son.’

‘Indeed, Squire Markham, you' are
wrong; the affair came incidentally to my
knowledge, [ concluded to take her place
secretly; in order to frusirate her pians.’

*Egad, the very idea I had mysell !’
said the Squire laughing; *but the fact is,
ma'am, we have both been confoundedly
sold, and the mischief of it is, I have left
a letter for Charles, letting bim know it ;
so undoubtedly he will take the opportu-~
nity to run away with Florence during
our abseoce, and plume himself, the
rascal, on the way in which I was taken
in.’

‘I confess that I left a note for Florence
to the same purpose. How she will
laugh at me. What an embarrassment !’

diiw

/lady, ‘I thought

ter @ moment’'s pause, ‘we can carry out
our plans after all. We each came out
with the intention of getling married.—
Why not marry each other, and then you
know, we’ll make them believe we had it
in view all aloog and only intended to
frighten them.”

Mrs. Benson assented with a little urg-
ing. and in the course of an hour the twain
were mude one. They immediately re-
turned, but fouud as they aoticipated ;
that Florence and Charles, " discovering
their departure, had stepped off in a dit-
ferent direction, with a similar intent.

They made their appearance the next
morning.prepared to laugh heartily at the
frustrated plan of their parents, but learn-
ed to their astoninbment that they had
struck up a bargain for thémselves.—
Squire Murkbham and his new wife had
the address to convince thim that it: was
all a premeditated plan, and to this day
the younger psir are ignorant of the plot
and counter plot which led to this double
union of the two households.

Tue Rore Bor — 1t was one of the first
days ot spring when a lady who had been
watching by the sick bed of her mother
for some weeks, went out to take a little
cxercise and enjoy the fresh sir. She
hoped that she might hear a bird sing or
see n little wild lower which would speak
to her of her future hope, for her heart
was full of anxieiy and sorrow. After
walking some distance she came to a roze
walk. At one end of the building she
saw a little boy-turning a large wheel; she
thought it too Iabosious for such & child,
and as she came near she spoke to him :
*‘Who seat you to this place ?’ she ask-
ed. '

‘Nobody—1I came of myrelf.’

‘Does your father know you are here ?

‘I have no father.’

*Are vou paid for your labor ¥’

*Yes; I get ninepence a day.’

‘Do you like this work ?”

*‘Well enough; butif I did not I should
do it. that 1 might get the money for my
mother,

*How long do you work in the day
time 7

‘From npioe till eleven in the morning,
and from two till five in the afternoon.’

*How old are youn ?

*Almost nine.’

‘Do you ever get tired of turning this
great wheel 7'

‘Yes sometimes.’

*And what do you do then ¥’

‘1 take the other hand.’

The lady gave him a piece of money.

‘Is this lor my mother ?’ he asked
looking pleased.

*No it is for yoursell.’

‘Thank you ma’am,” the boy said, and
the lady bid bim furewell.

She went home sirengthened in her
devotion to duty, sod instructed in true
practical pbilosopby by the words and ex-
ample of a iittle child. *The next time,”
she she said to herself, ‘that duty seems
hard to me, I will remember the child
and take tbe other band.

&= Correciion does much, buot en-
couragement does more : encouragement
after censure is as the sun after a show-
er. =3

eulu_m'u,p;f,v[ weeks ago, .fqr §
itelinformation respecting, the religions V!
Views, and. experience of Asrog. Barr, in |’
the Iast hours|of Lis life,. a lady of
intelligence and worth, s 1elative of the!
family of ,Ogden; E, Edwards, who was /!

from which we take a few extracts. The
facts here stated are thrilling in. their own
interest, and they sre sufficient to stamp,
as it deserves, the great crime
society, committed by, the recent biogra:
phy of that bad

died in 1848,
Col. Burr, from the fact of his haviog in

ther Timothy Edwards, in pecuniary dif-
ficulties. He admired also the mind, God
bad given him, which, in all his degreda-
tions, shone forth in the most brilliant
and fascinating parrations,
week at my father’s afier he war 70, and
my impression of him and of all he said
and did, is very vivid.
of all mankind, and a trifler of all wo.
mankind, and violated all the rites of hos.
pitality in the licence of his bebavior.—
Parton’s book is a tissue of lies, as far as
family matters are related, and oh, bow
evil in its influence upon youog men, My
father used to say
Hamilton, was the least of all his crimes.

continually annoyed when he livea in
Nussau street, by a set of miserable be-
ings, who pretended to have claims upon
his charity. One morning, there were
eighteen or twenty, each telling the story
of his or her wrongs.
were women. ¢ _
from under his pillow, and threw it among
them, sayiog, with ooe of his witheriog
looks, ‘There, ye harpies, take the last
cent [ have.’ .
to Richmond, Staten Island, employed a
faithful Irish nurse to attend him, and
went down every day to see him.

the nurse met him near the door, saying,
‘Indade ,sir, he's very bad; he wants the
priest.’
clergyman, and immediately entered Col.
Barr’s room.

was, *Call the priest, call the priest.'—
‘I'li tell you what,” said the Squire, af: | The nurse soon returned with a Catholic
priest, but he did not enter the room.—

learful scene, and I never wish to speak
of it again,
months before her death, thLat Ogden

sbould bide all the dark catologue,
the life of Col. Burr is a study of no
mean interest and importance, and it is
not of fearful import that the shosl upon

should he

been developed, and although it merely
lifis the curtsin for & moment upon the
last hour of Burr, that moment is sufficient
to show us the dying sinner struggling
with the great enemy, and calling help
from the religion he had his
trampled under fool.

and clondless skies, has once more passed
from us, and joined in the swilt current
of the past.
that we have been permitted to enjoy du-
riog its brief visii, causzes a pang of sad-
ness to swell up in our bosom as we be-
held its last hours disappear from us,
bias carried with it its casket of perfomes,
and gathered up its scattered jewels,
and borne them off in triumph to sonie
far distant land. The evening zephyr
sighs o'er its departure, and breailiesin
swveet, soflt whispers a passing dirge.

us view the besutiful in pature ere vld

scene.
of its . |
gorgeous sunsels, linging with purple and

its rich, mellow light a thousand hills, and

sireams. ;
of an autumn sky,—bow the Great Mas-
tvr has penciled and mapped out the dark
blue dome of heaven, and how beautifully

evening with the hours of departing day.

how, after it has fittingly fulfill
sion, and added beauty to the grove and
forest, it withers and d2eays, and finally
falls again to the parent earth.
us of the lovely Indiss summer, when
the field and the forest are dressed in
robes of beauty, and nature itsell smiles
upon the scene.

the company of Fall, with whom we must
bold converse during the few remsinin

days allowed us, ere we are introduced to
stero, old Wioter, who, wrapped
mantle of spow, breathes with icy breath
a cold, cold welcome.
creeps over us while we are in bis pres-
ence; snd bow seemingly obeerless are
this »ld msan’s looks when seated onhis
throne.
long.  and the damp night sir whispers to
us that Fall 1s bere, and bids us give s
look to our wardrobes to see if Lheyarsin
order for use when the Winter season ar-
rives. Suvon will the bright sparkling fire
prove scceptable, snd the sccustomed |.
rouline of evening amusements break in|

. |vpon us, for though we bave only ad-|
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Burr's last (riend;, writes to us a letter, | vario

SEin

man,. Ouar correspondent
writes s | ., [ !

G djatl g ‘ 3 . Lyl
My ——— e, Ogden Edwards, who
felt.s grateful interest in

his prosperous, days aided my grandfa-

He wasa hater

. that Burr’s killing

*Mr. Edwards found that Burr was

The larger part
He snatched a shilling

Mr. E. then removed him

*Onpe day as he approached the hotel,
Mr. E. sent her for the Dutoh

He found him slrugglinﬁ
with death, snd all he could understan

My

added, with a shudder, it was a
My mother told me three

Edwards menotioned precisely the same
circumsiances to her.

“We would gladly wish that the grave
But

which so gilted a being was wreoked,
tfiseorered." '

Such is the testimony that hss now

lifetime

FALL.
Summer, with its bright, warm day»s

The many hours of pleasure

It

But Fall follows in its wake, and bids
Winter'sicy fingers have passed over the
It tells us, in glowing langusge,
thousand-and-one besuties,—its

old the leaves of the forest, cappiog with

with diamonds a thousand
t pictures to us the Btauties

bespanglin
He has blended together the shades of

Ie"l_
its mis-

It tells us to observe the fallin

It tells

We have pow earnestly entered into

in his

What a chilliness

Already the pighis are growing

| commenced.

He spenj a |

L duly us
: i "!‘“t .0 ?
friends_were seated

The teacher thenquaestidned the Slast’
on their regular lesson, and afierwards’
surned\io’ dog. o 1 T . MEE IR

1 {14 2 ES 2 : K AR 50\ A
made the world we inhabi o
*Eh 7’ said Joe, tdﬁhg';?_\‘l}“hll_'g‘)u
like an expiring calf. = *° "¢ &

‘Who made the world we inhabit * 7

Just as he was pr lz:l;libnu! )
the anawer, one of the b fd“haﬁd' shind'
inserted a pin into his(Joe’s )pants ;about!
nine inches below the ornamentsl buttons’
on his coat, *God Almighly,* answen
Joe, in an elevated tone, at the same (id¥
rising quickly from his seat. = * 0

"Ighnt is correct,” replied the temcher,
‘but it is not pecessary that you should
rise in answering; & siiting posture is jusy
as well.” 3 ' sl dad Hpe Satl

‘Joe was seated, and the catechism pro
ceeded: *Who died to save the ‘world ?*°

The pin was again inserted, and Joe re-
plied, *Jesus Christ,’ in 'a still’ londer
voice, rising, ns before from his seet.”

*That is also correct; but do ot ‘wanv
ifest 80 much leeling ; do be more dons

posed snd more reserved' in your ‘ma
ner,’ said the teacher, in an expostulating
tone. ; a%
"After Joe had calmed down,
ination went on. e ul i1 da
‘What will be the fatal' doom of all
wicked men 7' was the subject now up
for ‘consideration, and as ‘the pin was
agaio *stuck in,’ Joe thundered out, with
a higher eleyation of his body, *hell and
damnation.' ' nevey: 1is . Llcdas
* My young friend,’ ssid the instruetor
‘you give the ‘true answers to all thess
questions ; but while you are here, wo
wish you to be more mild in your words,
So endeavor; if you can, to restrsin your,
enthusiasm, and give a less scope to your
faelingl.‘ - gin ) it o

the exams

i g How )
Lxatoxr Brezonzs.—What would the
young men of the present day and geners
ation, who will wear nothing but the best
of broadeloth say, if they were obliged to
dress like some of their ancestors ¥ -
800N B8 & youngster went lo Juarn a trads,
be was fitted out with & pair of leather
breeches, which generally lasted him

he was free. He then had another.
as a part of his freedom svit, which very
often served him throbgh life. = . 3
We well remember the last of the leaths
er breechés in Newburypért. . Old iDea-
con F., the cobbler, was the wesrer.
He ount a queer figure in thewa ; hia loge
of the Doctor Slop make, messuring &
trifio over twenty inches in lengih; .
konees had been patched snd patohed and
rlmhod again.  As 't the sent i ne: we
ive to write it, at the begioning of every
winter a huge patch of sole leather was
there put on—hall-soling them, as the old
man wonld fscetiously term the opers
tion—which he would remove when the

spring weather would render the thick
addition uncomforiable. A fast, :
[ Boston Post, .

. -

Tuuiwors Povrrrios.—Dr. Leroy, the
ministration candidate for Congress.
the third district, has withdrawn.  He
advises his friends to support the
democratic nominees, including those rep-
runmiuo who will vote for Mr. Dong-
as, ’ Ll "L

Mr. Breckioridge has written s lelter lo
the Biate central committee in which be
says he cannot endorse the course of Mr,
Douglas in the late session of Con
upon the Kansas question, but that ques-
tion being practically setiled, ssd My.
Douglas being the leader: of thexlemoe-
racy ‘in lllinois ip their present fight
sgainst black republicanism. he symps-
thises with him and desires his suocess.—

He trusts that the democracy of Illincis,
which has never gives a % nj,rn,
will not now be found » Iaggsrd in duty
to the constitution and the Union. The
report that Mr. Breckinridge desires to
address the people of lllinois is incorreey

£F Commercis) Gent.—* Asother ous-
break, eh | These riots will be & terrible
bindranee to sl kind of busipess.” =

Fasbionable Gent.—*Aw, dessay J-—
Delighted to hear it] Aw, slweys b

the greatest aversion, to sll kinds of
ness.’ g 5 78

Dzarn or A Vinotmias.—Capt. W, L.
Holmes, of the steamer Crescent, died on
the 12:h jnst. at New Orleans, of yellow
fever. He formerly lived in m}' ‘
was sbout 38 years old snd was well
in Cincinasti, i

vish 1 vash in
Lk ! 3 .o
wars io a shtill bows.*

o i pon

2% OLp Womsn—1
beaven.’ i !
. Jake—:1 wish I
Old woman—*That
be slvaysh vastsht
plsce.’ - & .. |

. B A waggish candidite
course of bis canvass to a .

g
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»,and the recitation '
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My friend,’ said’ the teacher, “Who'.

o
1.

with care and patohing snd mending until |
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